i nejecondpartof 

IftrutTi and vprigbt innoccncie faile me. 

He to the King my mailter that is dead. 

And tel! him who hath lent me after him. Enter the Trim 

War. Here comes the Prince. andBlm 

I«ft. Good morrow', and God faueyourmaielhe. 

Prince 1 his new' and gorgeous garment Maicfty 
bits notlo eaiiconme,as you thinke: 

Ir.olhers,you mixt your fadneflfe with fotne feare, 
l^iiis is the r nglilh,not the T urkifh couit, 
iNot Amurathan Amurathfucceedes, 

Put Hat ry Harry: yet be fad, good brothers, 
ir 01 by my faitn it very well becomes yout 
Sorrow fo royally in youappearcs. 

That I will deeply put the fafliion on, 

And wearc it in my heart: why then be fad, 

But cntertainc no more of it, good brothers, 

Then a loynt burden lavd vpon vs all, 

For me, by heauen( 1 bid you be alTurde) 

He be your father, and your brother too. 

Let me but beare your loue, He beare your caress 
Yet weepe that Harries dead,and fo will I, 

But Harry hues, that lhal conuert thofe teares 
By number into howres of happinefle, 

Bro. We hope no otherwife from your maiefly, 
i rmcc \ oual looke ftrangely on me,andyou mod, 

You are I thinke aflurde I loue you not. 

r last I am aflurde, if 1 bemenfurderijjhtly, 

Your maiefly hath no iuflcaufe to hate me. 

'Prince No?how might a prince of my great hopes forget. 
So great indignities you laid vpon me? 

What.rate, rebuke, and roughly fend to prilon, 

Th immediate heireof England? was this cafic? 

May tills be waflit in lethy and forgotten? 

^ Infi. I then did vfe the perfon of your father, 

J he image ofhis power lay then in me. 

And in th’adminiflration ofhis law, - 

Whi/« 
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Whiles T was bufie for the common wealth. 

Your Highnefle pleafed to forget my place, 
Thcmaiettie and power of law and iutticc. 

The image of the King whom I prefented. 

And ttrookemeinmy very feate ofiudgemenf. 
Whereon, fas an offendor to your father,) 

I gaue bold way to my authority. 

And did commit you:if the deed were ill, 

Be you contented, wearing now the garland. 

To haue a femne fet your decrees at naught? 

T o pluckc downe lufticc from your awful bench? 

To trip thecourfeoflaw,and blunt thefword, 

That guards thepeace and fafelic ofyour perfon? 

Nay more, to (purneat your mod royall image. 

And mocke your workings in a fecondbody? 

Qucftion your royall thoughts, make the cafe yours. 

Be now thefinher, and propofc a fonne, 

Heare your ovvne dignity fo much prophan’d. 

See your mod dreadfuil lawes fo loofely flighted, 

Behold your felfe fo by a fonne difdaincd: 

And then imagine me taking your part, 

And in your power fofc filencingyour fonne. 

After this cold confiderance fentence me. 

And as you areaICing,fpeakein yourftate. 

What I haue done that misbecame my place, 

My perfon, or my lieges Poucraigntic. 

Tririce You are right lattice, and you weigh this weU, 
1 herefore flill beare the Ballanceand the Sword, 

And I do wifh your honors may encreafe. 

Til you do liue to fee a fonne ofmine 
Offend you, and obey you as I did: 

So (hail I liue to fpeake my fathers words, 

Happieam T that haue a man fo bold, 

That dares do iuttice on my proper fonne: 

And not lefle happie, hauing fuch a fonne, 

1 hat would deliuer vp his greatneiTe (b, 
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